into first-class soldiers. In any case, they are all going
through the intensive and specialised form of training
which this war in Finland demands.
I am pretty sure that I am the first British journalist to see
this little town, where the Swedish Volunteer Corps is
undergoing its training. I am quite sure that I am the only
one who has dined with the Swedish officers in their mess
and heard what they really think about it all. And the
most impressive thing of all to me is their extreme modesty.
As we were sitting over our coffee and Swedish punch
after dinners one of these officers said:
* For heaven's sake don't go and talk a whole lot about
honour and glory like some of our own newspaper people
have done. It's easy enough to think that way when you're
sitting in a comfortable warm room drinking a good glass
of punch, but we've done nothing yet—absolutely nothing.
You can reserve the heroics until we've done anything
approaching what the Finns have done. We are here to
train ourselves up to a standard of efficiency which it's
going to be very hard to reach/
I think I can say that that is the whole sentiment which
you would find all through this corps,
Early next morning while it was still half dark—this
little town doesn't get much daylight at this time of year—
we went out to have a look around the camp. Everywhere
was a scene of tremendous activity. The white army, as
the local people call them because of their white sheepskin
coats, were going about their various duties* One detach-
ment was going off for hand-grenade practice; others for
training with the super-efficient automatic rifles with which
they are equipped; their whole equipment, clothes, arms
and everything is superlatively good. Others were going
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